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LADIES or SUFFOL FX, 


LADIES, 


THAT ſome apology is requiſite for ob- 
truding theſe Poems on the Public, and, par- 
ticularly, for addrefling them to You, is a 
truth which, from my inability to make a 
proper compliance with, ſtrikes me with an 
equal degree of terror and conviction. 


a A deſire 
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A deſire of fame, or, a wiſh to amuſe 
others, are excuſes which have not been in- 
frequently alledged on fimilar occaſions ; 
but, palliating as theſe may be, prudence in 
the preſent inſtance compels me to relinquiſh 
them; by convincing me, that my indiſere- 
tion would be rendered ſtill more glaring 
were J to aſſign thoſe objects as inducements 
to it, for the purſuit of which I muſt feel 


myſelf totally unqualified. 


In this dilemma, may J venture, without 
fear of incurring YOUR diſpleaſure, to con- 
feſs, that the object which induced me to this 
act of imprudence was, my own gratiſica- 
tion? If I may---I then candidly own, that, 


for 


W. 


this 


that, 


for 


D FD I:C-&AT i &: No XV 


for the ſake of mdulging an idle curioſity, of 
aſcertaining whether or no heaven had bleſſed 
me with a poetical genius, I have ventured 
to forfeit the favour of THOSE Laprss for 
whom I have the hizhef partiality and af- 


ection. 


As for the Porns themfeives, they have 
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and thoſe at a period of 


TY 


lite which totally 
debars me from laying the ſmalleſt claim to 
judgment: indeed, I am, myſelf, perfectly 
conſcious of numerous errors in them, both 
in diction and ſentiment; ariſing from too 
great a rapidity in writing; and ſuffered 
to continue through an averſeneſs to correc- 


a ij tion: 
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tion: defects which I am truly ſenſible of, 
and which, I am perſuaded, will ever im- 
pede my riſing to any degree of eminence in 
this line: - but ſince ſome of my friends have 
been ſo obliging as to inform me that they 
are not entirely deſtitute of natural beauties, 
I wiſhed to know whether theſe commenda- 
tions were the reſult of an impartial deter- 
mination, or (as J fear I muſt flatter myſelf) 
the mere effects of predilection :---and how 
were theſe wiſhes to be compleated but by 
appealing wo at once an ABLE and ux BIAS“ 
SED TRIBUNAL? And where are theſe two 
eſſential qualities to be found ſo eminently 
united as in the LADIES oF SUFFOLK ? 
Where I am ſure of mecting, at once, with 


lenity and candour. 
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There are ſome of my brother ſcribblers 
extravagantly fond of appearing to depreci- 
ate their own performances ; it is abſolutely 
aſtoniſhing to ſee what pains they will take 
to pay themſelves an ill compliment; but, 
ſurely, in doing this, they pay the world a 
worſe : for he muſt, certainly cheriſh a very 
mean opinion of the reſt of mankind, who 
pretends to amuſe, or inſtruct them with 
what appears to him ſo contemptivle, I 
ſhall not, therefore, though it has a fraternal 
ſanction, preſume to follow ſo abſurd a pre- 
cedent :---I will not, out of a pretenſion to 
falſe modeſty, affect to deſpite the Produc- 
tions I amuſed myſelf with compoſting ; nor, 


which 1s infinitely more diſguſting, expatiate 


in 
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in their praiſe: I will not only not give my 
optnion concerning them (which, by the bye, 
muſt be the worſt opinion that can be gi- 
ven), but ſhall endeavour not even to form 
one, myſelf, till i hear the deciſion of my 
BEAUTEOUS AntTRRATORSH: or, if theſe 
endeavours ſhould prove ineffectual, at leaſt, 
be always ready to reſign it to hat of 


TEIR's. 


At any rate, to Your judgment I totally 


avandon them ; and ſhall wait, with the nt- 
molt reſignation for Your decree: if I 


ſhould be fo nappy as to meet with Lou 


= 


approbation, it ſhall be my ſludy to. preterve 


myſelf worthy of it; or, if to unfortu- 


nate 
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nate as to incur a refuſal of it, it is my firm 


reſolution to ſubmit to Your reſolves with 
out one ſtruggle or appeal: and, by endea- 
vouring to find out in what I have failed to 
pleaſe, render myſelf, for the future, more 
worthy of Your fayour, 
N 
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OFT, in her ruddy car, I've ſeen 
Aurora gild th' enamell'd green, 

And ſpeed her azure way; 
While, from her ſoft-mellifluous throat, 
The linnet pours her plaintive note, 


And chears the infant day :--- 


li But 
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But ſoon the black' ning veil is drawn, 
And heav*n's artillery frights the morn, 
Aſtoniſh'd flies the ſwain ; 


The pealing thunder rattles loud, 


Blue light'nings flaſh from every cloud, 


And torrents, ſweep the plain. 


Thus often ſmiles life's early dawn, 

While, wing'd on peace, rolls ſmoothly on 
Th' uninterrupted year - 

Till ſoon thick gathering clouds of woe 

Burſt in a diſmal din below, 


And ſtop the glad career. 
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on THE SECOND EPODE OF HORACE; IN COMMEN- 
DATION OF RURAL LIFE. 


Happy the man retir'd, by ſtorms unwhirl'd, 
Far from the giddy vortex of the world ! 

Who, free from private cares or public ſtrife, 
Floats down the gently-flowing ſtream of life, 
Can gaze, complacent, on the rocky ſteep, 

Or ruffled viſage of the grim-fac'd deep, 

Free from the fears of being torn from bliſs, 
Daſh'd on the other, or abſorb'd in this; 

Wrapt in himſelf, with-firm, unſhaken ſoul, 

See light'nings flaſh, hear mutt'ring thunders roll, 
That all things ſhake beſide.----- 

Dreads no proud creditor's imperious nod, 


Nor ſneaks, obſequious, from the patron's rod. 


O happy they ! O fortunately born ! 


Vntaught to cringe, to adulate, to fawn ; 
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To couch beneath oppreſſive pow'r, the ſlaves 


Of knaviſh tyrants or tyrannic knaves !--- 


Nleſt, as our parents in primæval tate, 
He gilds the fetters of our iron fate, 
Who for his bliſs on nought beſide depends, 


But in himſelf contracts the means and ends. 


He chides no tedious, ſlow-conſuming hour, 
Who bounds, content, his wiſhes with his pow'r 
Who meanly clutches at no foreign pelt, 

But graſps ſupremeſt pleaſure in himſelf; 

Who, not fo anxious for the pomp of fame, 

To laviſh peaceful quiet for a name; 

To purchaſe off the world's contemptuous frowns 


Abjure a luxury denied to crowns.--- 


He gripes not riches with a vulture's claws, 
Who acts ſubſervient to nature's laws. 
No: by the Gods! his nobler ſoul diſdains 
To be a poor dependant for his pains : 
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He aſks but life's viatic:zm and health, 
And has within himſelf a ſource of wealth: 
Or, if the gouNTEOUS Pow's ſhould grant him more, 


He takes the bleſſing---and relieves the poor. 


Leave him, ſequeſter'd from your rev'ling noiſe, 
Leave him, ye ſons of pleaſure ! to his joys ! 
Leave him to gratify himſelf in this,--- 


This beſt of bliſſes !---The diſpenſing blits. 


O, with what joys, when breathes the vernal air, 
When all is blithe, when all is free from care ; 
When budding nature every ſweet exhales, 

And matin-zephyrs waft them on their gales 
Exuberantly rich; when all is gay, 
And every object ſweetly ſays---* Tis May!“ 


O, with what raptures he the ſcene ſurveys, 


 Baſks in the ſun and drinks his tepid rays ; 


He 


While the glad ploughman, trudging at his toil, 
Whiſtles aloud, and turns the fertile foil ; 
While lowing oxen furrow up the plains 
Teeming, prolific, with ſalubrious rains 


While 


61 
While, in one general cliorus, all conſpire 
To heighten joy, and ſatiate deſire. 
Or in ſome rural exerciſe employ'd :--- 
(Pleaſures for ever ſweet ! that never cloy'd !) 
He tends the thrumming tenants of the hive, 
And teaches every object how to thrive ; 
Now trains the creeping tendrils of the vines, 
Or bids the woodbine wave in eraceful lines; 
Now prunes, with cautious eye, where' er he ſees 
The ſterile luxury of ſpreading trees ; 
Grafts the wild ſtocks, a happier fruit to bear, 


And views each object proſp'ring through his care. 


Or when the ſcorching Summer rages high, 
Parches the ground, and fires the burniſh'd ſky, 
O, then, amid the blaze of noontide beams, 
How ſweet to plunge into the cooling ſtreams ! 
Refreſh'd---how ſweet to wander and to rove 
Beneath the covert of a ſhady grove, 

Where not one ſingle beam, one ſultry ray 


Can pierce the gloom and chequer in the day 


Thus, 
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Thus, while he roams unſeeing and unſeen, 


All round, complacence; all within, ſerene; 

His panting ſoul ſublimely tow'rs on high, 

And, tow'ring, ſwells, and fills th' expanded ſky; 
From ſyſtem darts to ſyſtem, world to world, 


Fix'd on ſome ſun, or on a comet whirP'd 


Now hangs ſuſpended on ſome pendant ball, 


ff 


Thus, 


þ Ranging through nature's unexhauſted all ; 


Now lower ſtoops---and, muſt he ſtoop more low 


To ſympathize,---to feel another's woe ?--- 


Writhe at his pangs, and ſtartle at his fears, 


Heave others? fighs, and ſhed another's tears ?--- 
O, how he wakes each feeling of the mind 

That moves to pity ;---exquiſitely kind 

Recalls the tender ſcenes of former years, 

And, penſive at the thoughts, diſſolves to tears; 
While his big mind, unable to controul, 


Pours forth the genial labours of the ſoul. 


When bounteous Autumn ſheds her gifts around, 
Teem'd from the fruitful boſom of the ground, 


And, 


1 4 
And, with one grateful fluſh of every kind, 
Rewards the toil and labour of mankind ; 
When milder evening gives her parting ray, 
Cloſes the ſcene, and finiſhes the day, 
Stretch'd in ſome bow'r, methinks I fee him laid, 
Where rural honours bloom around his head, 
Where ſweets perfume the flow'r-enamell'd glade, 
And vines empurpled bluſh into a ſhade, 
Admiring nature's great, yet ſimple laws, 
And, from th' effects, the univerſal cauſe : 
Bleſs'd with a calm ſerenity of mind, 
The good, the ſecling brother of mankind. 
On this ſide, and on that, the ſmiling dales, 
The golden harveſt wav'd by baimy gales; 


The maid whoſe eyes content and health illume, 


Whoſe dimpled cheeks are ting'd with nature's bloom ; 


The ſun-burnt reapers, rom mY heat of day 
Still panting, jovial, changing for play 

The bleating flocks on yon high, tufted hills; 
The ſtreams ſwezt-babb! ng in meand”ring rills ; 
The chirping birds that hail deck-nirg day, 


And thrill ard warble on cach ruZet ſpray ; 
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Each object, round him, rivalling to pleaſ: 
By every art that gratitude can ſieze, 


Each, through his ſphere of benefaction bleſt, 
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Rear'd by his hand, or nurtur'd at his breaſt, 


| Strives, in its pureſt way, his praiſe to ſound, 


The living chant it, and the dumb rebound. 


When gelid Winter holds his rugged reign, 
And ſtorms and bluſters through his cold domain, 


Diſplays his icy ſceptre ribb'd with ſnow, 


And, ſurly, bids his brooding whirlwinds blovr : 
O, how delightful, mid the gen'ral chill, 

To glow with manly exerciſe of ſkill; 

With graceful move, ſuperlatively nice, 

To float upon the boſom of the ice ; 

om; | Smoothly to ſkim, and rapidly to glide 

O'er the glib ſurface of the frozen tide ; 
And now, in various attitudes to wheel, 

Pois 'd on the keen edge of the glitt' ring ſtec! ; 
Rolling, in mazy curves, along the plain, 

| Sleak and pellucid as the calm-glaz'd main: 
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When boiſt'rous blaſts and beating night-ſtorms how!, 


When burſting waves roar, and the foreſts growl ; 
When ſhrewdly bites the bitter, froſty air, 

And, all around, reflects one whiten'd glare; 
Snug in his box, that braves the tempeſt's ire, 
Secure, he ſquats before the blazing fire 

His heedleſs mind, on ſome amuſement bent, 
Abſorb'd at drawing, or on books intent, 

Defies the dreary gales that whiſtle round, 

Strip bare the groaning trees, and bind the ground : 
Peruſing, now, ſome tale that wins the heart, 

He feels whate'er it labours to impart ; 

Or courts the Muſes to ſome fav'rite theme, 
While time moves fleeting like a tranſient dream ; 
Or, *mid a jovial company of friends, 

Where each his beſt of wit and humour lends, 
Where mirth and joy, and love, in ſportful play, 


Combine to celebrate ſome natal day, 


He ſmoaks thoſe haughty pedagogues, -“ the wiſe,”' 


Who judge that wiſdom in a grave face lies ; 
Derides the dull, dogmatic forms of ſchools, 


And thinks the greateſt pedants---greateſt fools ; 
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Laughs at thoſe men who boaſt they never laught, 
And, laughing loudly, quaffs the nectar'd draught; 
While the glad hall with jolly chorus dings, 
And, roaring, echoes as the day-man ſings, 
Who, toaſting round his mates, with gen'rous ſoul, 


Guzzles the foaming honours of the bowl. 


But, oh! if bleſs'd with that chief joy of life, 
That ſum of human bliſs---a PERFECT WIFE, 
Studious to pleaſ2 in each domeſtic care, 

Foreſee his Wantz, and make the happy pair; 
Whoni not the law's compulſive force alone, 
But ſtcronger ties (of ſympathy) make one; 
Where love, good-nature, beauty ſmile, combin'd 
With all th' accompliſhments that grace the mind; 
Where friendſhip and affection both unite 
(Twin ſprings of bliſs and conjugal delight) 
To ſhare, at once, his pleaſure or his grief, 
By heightening this, and giving that relief; 
If with a fair like this he lives careſt, 
In mutual love reeiprocally bleſt, 
Ci Ev'n 


1 
Ev*n in his hopes he cannot higher ſoar, 
The Pow's above could ſcarcely grant him more. 
Ye heav'ns! how ſweet, when, rattling o'er your head, 
Rains drift, ſtorms beat, and fright ungraves the dead, 
To claſp a lovely object in your arms, 
And feaſt, and revel on an angel's charms ! 
Enough-----The Poet owns his feeble pow'rs 
10 paint the raptures of his bliſsful hours, 
And, while he tempts it with a fond defire, 


Can oniy, if he envies not, admire*, 


Thus may his years roll ſmoothly o'er his head, 
Till doom'd to ſwell the number of the dead: 
Each circling year, in ſweet rotation, bring 
Plcaſures returning in ſucceſſive ring; 
And life have, like one annual round of joys, 
Stages (ſor ſeaſons) with peculiar toys : 
And when that aweful period is come, 
(Deaf to all pray'rs, to all entreaties dumb) 

Without 


* To obviate any invidious interpretation of this 
verſe, it mnſt be obſerved, that the Author 15s, at pra- 
tz in a ſtate of celibacy. 
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Without one parting look that longs for more, 


He'll tread that path which all have trod before. 
No ſculptur'd monument, the boaſt of pride, 

Shall fay, with fulſome praiſe,---< Here Virtue died!“ 
And, as it rears aloft its pompous head, 

The living nauſeate, and conſuſe the dead :- 

But ſome good friend, reverer of his name, 

Some warm admirer of his deathleſs fame 

Shall, at his dear remembrance, if he can, 

Striking his breaſt, exclaim---©* ere lives the man 
& Who ſought not virtue's honour'd praiſe by pelf; 
ho lov'd his Gop, his neighbour, and himſelf; 
% Who prov d the gen'rous greatneſs of his mind, 
« And liv'd, and died an honour to mankind ! 

«* Liv'd---ever ready to reſign his breath, 


And died---aflur'd of living after death.“ 
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AN INVITATION 
TO THE MUSES AFTER THE PEACE, 


Corr, ye beauteous Nine! oh! come, 
Hail the happy, peaceful ſhore ! 
Silent is the deep-mouth'd drum ; 


Silent, too, the cannon's roar : 


Mars is gone, with all his crew, 
Diſcord dire, and fell revenge, 
And bloodleſs fear, of fallow liuc, 


O'er far-diſtant plains to range. 


Whether on Parnaſſus? mount, 
Or through Pierian groves ye ſtray, 
Or ſip the Heliconian ſount, - 


Come, oh! come without del2y ! 


Pere 


1 
Here is all you can deſire 
To protect from Phoebus” ray; 
Come, and ſtrike the tuneful lyre ! 


Britain ſav'd demands the lay 
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A PAN OD 
ON SAETHO's CELEBRATED ODF. 


BLEST paſt all beatitude ! 
Bleſt with heav*nly raptures ! he 
Who can gaze on all perfection, 


Fondly gazing upon thee : 


On whoſe roſy-dimpled check, 
On whoſe every lovely feature 
Captivating beauty ſmiles :--- 


Sweet, charming, dear, bewitching creature ! 


While thoſe lips that quiv'ring, trembling, 
Soft to be preſs'd ſo gently ſue, 
Warble ſoft notes that, ſwclline, languiſh, 


Raviſh the ear, enchant the view. 


D Theſe 
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Theſe, with thouſand nameleſs graces, 
Theſe, with thouſand lovely charms, 
Soft chain'd me down in love's embraces, 


Lull'd, rack'd, tranſported in his arms. 


While on thy faſcinating ſweets 
My feaſting eyes inſatiate hung, 
A ſudden trembling ſeiz'd my knees, 


And ſtopp'd the efforts of my tongue: 


Stopt was my pulſe---the ſubtle flame 
Darts, trickles, glides,---poſſeſſes all: 
I'm pale, I faint, I ſwoon, I fink 


In a dying dying fall ! 
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AN EP10'KAM 
ON DEAN SWIFT. 


Dzan SWIFT (I forget where) aſſerts, in a trice, 
(Perhaps you'll ſay---ſomewhat too haſty) 

% That thoſe who have naſty 1deas---are nice, 
& That thoſe who have nice ones---are naſty. 


Could this be prov'd true, as I think it well can, 


I'm ſure, then, the Dean was a monſtrous nice man, 


: 
ö AN ODE 
| T0 CONTENTMENT. 
| 
; | 1 
; 
} Ha | ---what virgin-form divinely bright, | 
4 . . 
Of gracefu! air, and modeſt mein, 
N 1 
f Burſt from yon cottage on my raviſh'd fight * 
. 
1 Some ſpir't, or goddeſs fair I ween 
14 | 
= | 
[| 
j Hail Contentment, lovely Ma:d ! 
| Sporting in the chequer'd ſhade ! 
7 Well! know thee, blythe as May, 
i 
| Py thy garb, and ſhecn array; 
”." 
By thy radiant aſpect fair; 
| By thy gait ſo debonnaire : 
1 Lead me to t! cred bow'r 
[1 | 
| | Where Mirth leads on the jocund hour; 
. Where roſy Ida, win vermil lip, 


And ſmiling Cherubs round hee trip; 
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And the myrtle, with the vine, 
Woo tlie twiſted eglantine: 
Or to the humble ſtraw- built cell, 
Where thou chiefly lov'ſt to dwell, 
There to paſs my hours with thee, 
Mid rural ſweets and pleaſures, free: 
To riſe with thee at early davyn, 

And ſnuff the fragrant breath of morn 
Jo ſce the little, tender lambs 

Sport beſide their fleecy dams; 

And hounds ſwiit ſcour the ruſſet lawn 
While the huntſman winds his horn; 
To hear the harbinger of day 

Warble forth his am'rous lay ; 

To range the variegated mead 

Where the cowilip droops her head; 
Where, on banks befprent with dew, 

Smiles the violet's purple hue ; 

And the primroſe, ſickly-pale, 

Courts the modeſt humid yale : 

To loll beneath an e!m-tree's ſhade, 


Where whiſp'ring zephyrs fan the glade ; 
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Wo 
Or beſide a babbling rill, 
At the foot of ſhady hill, 
Where the vine's rathe tendrils creep 
Up the moſs-embroidered ſteep ; 
And hear the ſhepherd's tuneful ſtraw F 
Warble wild, diſdaining law; 
And the milkmaid, viz'rous, hale, 
Swelling on the gentle gale, 
As ſhe nips the herbal tweets 
From the cow's diſtended teats, 
And the milky juices flow 
In the toaming pail below : 
To ſee the hind, with unſheath'd ſteel, 
At his noon-tide homely meal, 
(When the ſultry dog-ſtar reigns, 
And cattle quit the gaſping plains, 
And their burning ſhoulcers lave 
In the cool, tranſlucent wave) 
Squat, beneath a knot of trees, 


Quaff his ale, and mounch his cheeſe; 
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While his yoked oxen ſtand 


Fainting on the furrow'd land, 
Bruſhing off the teazing flies, 

Till their lord, regal'd, ariſe, 

And his toilſome taſk renew 

Till the fall of ev'ning dew : 

To ſmell the odorif*rous vale 
Floating in the balmy gale; 

When Iris, ting'd with glowing hue, 
Hath dropt a cryſtal tear or two : 
To ſee the bees, upon the flow'rs, 
Suck the honey-juiced ſhow'rs ; 
And, with heavy-laden thighs, 
Cram their waxen granaries : 

To ramble down the eſſenc'd meads, 
When Sol unyokes his weary ſteeds, 
And the lengthen'd-ſhadow's train 
Shootgacroſs the ev*ning plain; 


Where, (their truſty forks and rakes, 


Safe, reclin'd on neighbouring brakes) 


Round about the new cock'd hay, 


Swains and maidens ſport and play ; 
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Where Roger tells his artl eſs tale 
In a low ſequeſter'd vale; 
And the fimple Margery 
Blows her nuptial deſtinyſ: 
While the buſy houſewite's care 
Plies at home their dainty fare, 
Cheeſecakes, curds, or honey'd bread, 
Soft metheglin, or rich mad: 
Or, when the dull, inactive ground 
Is faſt in icy fetters bound, 
And ſluggiſh Phoebus heaves liis head 
Scarcely from his watry bed, 
To fit me dovn at even-tide 
Ey the ſooty chimney-ſide, 
V/acre the crackling embers glow 
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goes round; 
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And the hiſſing raſhers ſmoke 


On the antique-fafhioned oak þ | 


Or how ſome wondrous prodigy, 


Pale winding-ſheet, or kennel-cry, b 
1 F. 
1 Forcbodes their neighbours, or their own Xx 
| . 
| 


Unlock'd-for difſclution--- 


| 

: | . 

[| Or when goes round the goblin tale | 4 
| | 


2 4h on, i Low Ho 
: TSS „ 


Of apparition, ghaſtly-pale, 
Or moon-ey d ghoſt, or wicked ſprite 


That ſtalks at witching-time of night; | Thu 
| To watch each blood - ſorſaken cheek The fre 
ö 4 
. , ' KF; 
Change at the harmleſs kitten's ſqueak, And, v 
That tries, before the blazing hearth, | Steal i. 
p oe p ; 1 
Its various tricks in gameſome mirth; 7 
— — * * mr . o * : a 
While, ev'ry moment hitching nigh'r 5 
; 8 2 
SE ons 3 3 
To tie briſk, enlivening fire, 7 
a * 
4 
Aghaſt, they hear, or think they hear, 1. 
Scmething purring at their ear. F 
: 
: 
This done---to bed: ey foftly creep : 
— . 5 , | 
| Up the narrow winding ſteep, . 4 
W 
| 
& Oaken table. 
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Where, lull'd in th' arms of ſweet repoie, 
Fancy paints fr:ſh-opening joys 


F On their captivated fenſe.--- 


ny 
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Heavenly Goddeſs ſnatch me hence 


2 Thither lead me, quick as flight, 
9 
| | There to paſs my day and night 
3 
* To live with them, tc live with thee 
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Mid ſuch ſweet tranguillity !--- 


Thus, arm'd with thee, my Patron and my Guide! 
The frowns of fickle fortune I'd out-bravez 
And, when cold death creeps, chilly, to my breaſt, 


Steal from the world, and drop into the grave. 
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2 
| ON A MODERN FINE GENTLEMAN. 
: 
4 
4 
| LET old Greece muſter up all her marvellous wonders, 
Join'd with all that the annals of Italy lend her, 
What age is like this (avert th' omen ye Gods!) 
Which propagates men of the feminine gender 
f | 
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TITYRUS 


ECLOGUE OF VIRGILse 


AND 


happy Tityrus! 


MELIBOE US. 


al canopy of trees 


MELIBOE US. 


reclin d at eaſe 


Thou tun'it thy fiute :---but we are doom'd no more 
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To taſte the pl 


Wille vou TOY the plea 


eaſures of our natives ſhore, 
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Ziſts no mortal hand beſtow'd: 


NO---113end - -I m proud to claim them from a God. 


Oit, of theſe flochs that crop the flow'ry mead, 
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Indulgent Pow'r !---who gave them leave to graze, 


And me, in ruſtic ſtrains, to chant his praiſe. 


MEL1BOEUS. 

I envy not---but I admire your fate, 
Since all around is in a wretched ſtate : 
Alas! how different is thy lot from mine, 
My flocks, myſelf, and all around me pine; 
While this curſt ewe, the bane of all my fiock, 
Has yeaning left on yonder rugged rock 
Her tender young, whoſe loſs I cannot bear, 
By woes enſcebled, and dep reſs'd with care. 
Th ill-omen'd raven, from yon blaſted oak, 
Penounc'd heav'n's anger with its boding croak 
Fool, that I liſten d not !---But, Tityrus ! ſay, 


What God reliev'd you on that fatal day? 


TITYRUS. 
O Melibœus! like a ſimple clown, 

thought that Rome was but a country town, 

Juſt like our Mantua, where we never fail 


To drive our flocks, on market-days, to ſale; 
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1 own I thought that village ſomewhat less, 
As tender young their aged fires expreſs ; 

But how amaz'd !---wnen Rome I found, in fine, 
A heav'n on earth l- -th' inhabitants divine !--- 
For ſhe, compar'd with other tovens, would be 


As---'mid vile ſhrubs, a ſtately cypreſs-tree, 


F 


MELIBO 


C2 


But what ent:c'd you to that heav'nly place? 
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Freedom :---that came, though coy, to my embrace 


x 
A beardleſs yout!i no more,---1 now became 


A man diſcreet ; and ſovght a happier flame. 
Then Amaryil:s ſtole into my heart: 

From Galatea I was forc'd to part; 

For, while I ſu'd that girl (but ſu'd in vain), 
Freedom I ſought not, nor aſpir'd to gain. 
Though of the choiceſt to the town 1 ſold, 
Though num'rous victims uſher'd from my fol, 
All this avail'd not,---what I got I ſpent, -- 
Returning, thus, as caſhleſs as I went. 
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ME LIZ OTN us. 
1 wonder'd why fair Amaryllis wept ; 
For whom the choice, ungather*d fruit ſhe kept ; 
It was for thee :---thy name the groves reſound, 


The woodlands echo, and the rocks rebound.--- 
7 


TITYRUS. 
Defire of freedom urg'd me from my home; 
And, where are Gods propitious but at Rome ? 
*T'was there I ſaw that Youth for whom we raiſe 
Our annual altars, on the feſtal days 
Who thus prevents my pray'rs, with looks benign, - 


1 *** 


& As uſual till your lands, and tend your kine 


MELIBOEUS. 
O happy you !---whoſe ample farms, reſtor'd, 
More than ſufficient for your wants afford : 


Though here the barren land no harveſt yields, 


There drainleſs ſwamps o'erwhelm the marſhy field, 


Your pregnant ewes ſhall no ſtrange paſture hold, 


Nor dread infection from the neighb'ring fold; 
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While you, reclin'd beneath theſe verdant trees, 
Enjoy the cooling ſhade and temp'rate breeze; 
Enjoy, as ſtretch'd upon the turf you lye, 

The clear- ſtream'd rivulet that babbles by; 

Soft, on yon flowers that iragrant ſweets diſcloſe, 
The ſvreet bee, humming, lulls you to repoſe; 
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Forget that Pow'r to whom Ie my all. 


» 


ü EI. 130 Us. 
But we muſt go to Afric's thirſty fields, 
Where the parch'd deſart no glad harveſt yields; 
T i} Or 


CI 
Or to thoſe regions ct eternal ſnow, 
There all is ice, all winter's winds that blow; 
Ele to the Britiſh ies, by ſeas confin'd 
From ſccĩal love and converſe with mankind ; 
Cruel reflection !---never to behold 
My humble cottage, or my tender fold; 
But through the world in baniſhment to roam, 
Exil'd my native place, my deareſt home :-- 


And ſhall I never never ſee them more? 


Ne'er view that precious ſpot I held hetore ? 


Shail the grim ſoldier threat, with barb'rous knife, Th 


Ye, little lambkins! PET of my life ? And 1 
Muſt bloody ruſians ſeize thoſe fertile lands Fruit, 


Yo. 


You once adorn'd.---I cultur'd with theſe hands? 


b 7 7 — . ! © he. oh 1 = * 3 
Say---did i ſow for the barbarians” ute 


Frs 


Oh! curſt effects that civil broils produce And 
N Tow I 1 Y ſet n 2 des and gr ait 27 Pears; 5 N 
The labor 's mine, - -but, oh ! the fruit is their's. 


Farewell my paſtures and my fruitful kine ! 


Adicu ve goats - -a happy fleck when mine. 


4 (37:54 
4 No more ſhall I indulge my ſylvan muſe 
F Beneath the ſhades that moſſy grots diffule 
No more, with tranquil pleaſure, view my flocks 
1 Climb up the devious ſteep of craggy rocks 
Or, as they hang upon ſome mountain's brow, 
Enjoy the fragrance of the vaies below. 


. * 
Adieu my herds !---farewcll ye ſylvan crew !--- 


My flute---farewcll !---to all the world ad! u! 
b TITYRUS. 

N This night, my friend! you'll reſt in yonder bow r, 
$ And there indulge with me the genial hour; 
Prult, curds, and cream ſnall on the turf be ſpread, 

> N And trees ſnall ſorm a cov ring for your head : 

: Tis time---the ſetting ſun each ſhade extends, 
| And darkly blue yon „ cloud aſcends. 
; Xs. i I corrects, . 
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AN SPIOKAM 
6N ACENTLEMAN REMARKABLE FOR THE VERSA. 
TILITY OF HIS POLITICAL PRINCIPLES, WHICH 
ALWAYS WONDERFULLY COINCIDED WITH THOSE 


OF THE REIGNING MINISTER, 


Wu fcandalize E--n for changing his party, 
By hinting---* baſe motives of pelt“? 
It ſhows that ſor Liberty's cauſe he is hearty, 
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It ſhows that---< He thinks for 
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FOR THE FIRST OF SEPTEM BEN, 


SCARCE had the ſun's refulgent ray 
Ting'd the high hills, and chear'd the day, 


i 


When, ſaunt'ring on, where through yon vale 
Winds the flow path, to taſte the gale, 

J heard ſoſt murmurs in the breeze, 

And ſighs reecho through the trees ; 
Sudden I ſtop---furpriſcd---to know 
From whence proceed theſe ſigns of woe ; 
When, lo ! a partridge-mother near, 
O'erwheln'd in deep deſpair and fear, 
Bewail'd the inauſpicious morn 

That, bluſhing, now began to dawn : 
What horrors fill'd her little breaſt ? 
What racks and tortures broke her re ? 
She felt a mother's poignant ſmart, 


A mother's feelings picrc'd her heut: 
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When, now, not able to refrain, 


L 42 


She thus addreſs'd her infant train: 
« Fly, fly my babes!“ aloud ſhe cry'd--- 
Fly, fly !* the woods and hills replied, 
& Quick to ſome lonely grove repair, 
& There breathe the unmoleſted air; 
„“ For, ah! what havoc {cruel iates!) . 
« Our kindred feathery tribe awaits? | 
« Before yon blazing orb deſcends, 
c“ And hiſſes, dipt in Ocean's ends, 
& Hundreds ſhall bleed (infernal law !) 
« To ſatisfy man's ravenous mawy: 
& Ev'n now the thund' ring clap I hear; 
Even now I ſmell the tainted air ; 
« Fly, then, my tender offspring! fly! 
© Th' inhuman murderer, man! is nigh ; 
This inſtant you muſt quit your home, 
| “Or the next minute ſcals your doom.“ 
She ſaid---when, i:{'ning to her care, | ' 
With ſeeble wing they bruſn'd the air: 


But, ah! how vain her hopes !---for, lo! 


The fatal gunner aim'd his blow--- 


Wlat 


What horror chill'd---how heav'd her fide 
When now the pointed tube ſhe ſpied ? 
With fluttering wings around the flew, 
And ſought to ſcreen them from his view : 


1 


& On me, on me your vengeance fall! 


& But ſpare my babes - my precious all! 


Alas! too ſavor'd were her cries, 

On murder bent, he mark'd his prize 
Quick flaſh'd the pan; oh, fatal art! 
The leaden death quick pierc'd her heart; 


The guſhing blood ran down her ſide, 


She peck'd her breaſt, and dropt, and died. 
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NO XXVIII. 
oF A PERIODICAL WORK DENOMINATED THE 
WORLD PARAPHRASED AND VERSIFIED. 


T RITE *s the remark---* The univerſal aim 

« Of man is HarPINEss.” ---And who can blame? 
Another comes, the ſorrieſt of the two, --- 

None are ſucceſsful, or, at leaſt, but few”? ; 
Though cach purſues it in his fav'rite pleaſure, 
Wine, won EN, gaming, ſtudy, pow'r, or treaſure, 
Still the fleet phantom, faithleſs to the claſp, 

Flits juſt before him and eludes his graſp. 

Strange !---that the devotees to joy ſhould miſs 
Thoſe very objects that can furnith bliſs ; 

Yet all lamenting that they can't diſcloſe 


What lies within ſix inches of the noſe. 


Avaunt ye fruitleſs ſtudents ! off! and know 


You 're all miſtaken ! for I tell you ſo : 


Know 
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Know that that ſecret is at length reveal'd 


Which, ſpite of all your labours, lay conccal'd; 
Which, ſpite of all your labours, ſtill would lay 
Had I not peer'd the gloom, and pour'd the day. 
You'll aſk me how I found it---be it known--- 


In ſearching for your pleaſures not my own. 


Hear, then, the lonz-ſought truth! ye nations hear | 


Ye dumb applaud it! and ye deaf give ear 


View it ye blind! dance cripples ! feel who dozes 


And ſmell it you who've loſt your very noſes ! 


It comes! it comes! the great arcanum comes! 
A flouriſh, trumpets! beat a parley, drums! 
No threadbare, muſty doctrine I advance, 


Juſt fit to lay my readers in a trance; 


Such as, if publiſhed, would obtain no credit, 


As this,---that © Virtue is the chiefeſt good“; 
Hard of digeſtion as a piece of wood : 


No---on my conſcience, though Pope bellows ſo, 


« Virtve alone is Happineſs below”, 


Much leſs diſciples, though a God ſhould head it: 


No- 
Your | 
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No---ſpite of all your philoſophic rules, 

Your book- worm dogmatiſts and ſuſty ſchools ; 
Spite of myſelf, my character and name, 

My ſqueamiſh modeſty and love of fame; 
(Whoſe joys none ſlight but thoſe hav'n't known 'em) 
I do aſſert that LoVE 's that ſummum bonum 
Which all your grave philoſophers have miſs'd, 
Who all are errant blackheads I infiſt ; 

Such dolts and purblind pedants, ſtrike me dumb, 
If, all together, they are worth a plumb ! 

Nay, do not ſtare, nor ſpoil that pretty face, 

My little ponter ! with a french grimace; 

My doQrine 's orthodox, I do aſſure you, 

And will, if practiſed, fail not to allure you. 
Love !---'tis the only bliſs we can enjoy, 

The only pleaſure which will never cloy 

Its ſullen dumps are not ſo much amiſs, 

And all its racks and tortures---hEights of blifs : 
This is that ſweet' ning cordial of life 

(But don't miſtake me, I abhor a wiſe) 

Pow'rſul each ruder paſſion to aſſuage, 

And calm to nothing ev'n a madman's rage; 


With- 
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Without whoſe ſenſual joys, however big, 


I'd cheapen worlds, though offer'd for a fig. 


Is this the prop on which you reſt your fame? 
(Methinks I hear ſome debauchee exclaim) 
& Is this the truth you ventur'd to diſcloſe ?. 
„Soap, puppy! ſoap your mutilated noſe ! 
« Or, by the Lord! I'll tug it from its ſtation, 
« And leave your dupes all notes of admiration |! 
« What, ſcoundrel ! vend thoſe tenets for your own 
« You ſtole from others, as admir'd as known? 
% Does not your doctrine, teem in ev'ry page, 
« Of all the wiſeſt men in ev'ry age ? 
„There 's Epicurus, long ſince, preach'd the fame, 
„ And Alcibiades ;---immortal name 
« Both, in their times, true bloods of equal ſpirit, 
ce And, demme ! with a thouſand times your merit. 
„Then there 's my duke of Rocheſter avow'd it, 
« And ev'n a Saint in Evremont allow'd it; 
« Nay Prieſts themſelves, and thoſe entitled * bleſt” 


& Have practiſed, at leaſt, if not profeſs'd ; 
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« And will you broach it now for ſomething new ? 


% Will you---?” For heav'n's fake hold !---"tis true 
tis true 1 

1 Prithee have patience juſt to hear me out, 

Perhaps you'll find lefs reaſon for your rout: 


For give theſe bucks their due, and fall, 1 ſay, 


| ? 


They only ſerv'd to lead the world aſtray 
Grant that they taught true joy could only harbor 
In kiſſing pretty women in an arbor, 
'N Yet, I affert, they loſt the prime of bliſs 
By being ignorant of whom to kiſs: 
Whereas, fir * I ſhall fo adorn, improve, 
Correct, grace, beautify, and heighten Love, 
ne, By pointing out its moſt refin'd ſenſations, 


Acuteſt joys, and exquifite temptations, 


F That Parthcnopipiffs ſhall all agree 
it. With tout le mende, th' invention 's due to me; 
R And I, acquitted of the charge of pelf, 


May claim th” entire diſcov'ry to myſclf.--- 


Hear, then, O mortals the advice I give, 
And bleſs your ſtars and ſortunes that you live !--- 


H C Young, 
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© Young, buxom girls can not diſpenſe true joy, 

© Their youth and ſreſhneſs only ſerve to cloy ; 

e No---"tis the old, diſcreet, and hoary dame 

Alone is fit to fan the. wanton, lame; 

© Alone can cctaſies refin'd impart, 

And wrap in tranſports the high-leaping heart.“ ; 
Strong are the reaſons, did 1 love aſperſion, 

This pen could urge to ſtrengthen my aſſertion; 

As, firſt, th' inconſtant paſſions of the young, 

Th' affected haughtineſs, and prattiing tongue; 

The wants, the whims, the flirts of Bellie ladies, 

To gain whoſe hands a very toilſome trade is; 

Whote vain affections eaſily diſcove 


A cap 's of more importance than a lover : 


Then there 's the plague of pzeviſh children ſqualling, 


And ſing- ſong lullabies---< O curſe this brawling ! *? 
The quick decline of beauty; its caprices; 

(Plagues ever fix'd on daughters and on neices 

Of none of which can ev'n Detraction blame 


The kind, the tender, the attentive dame.--- 
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But one example 's worth 2 thouſand reaſons, 
A proof it ſtrengthens, and a truth it ſeaſons; 
And ſuch, by heav'n ! I'll venture to adduce, 
Shall bring my doctrine into gen'ral uſe 
Such as, extracted from th* i:ſtoric page, 
Where men are ſam' d whoſe taſte adorn'd the age, 
Men whoſe high gest, in reliſhing my ſweet- ones, 
Gave them the name and title of diſcreet-oncs, 
Shall ſhow---+ That matrons can alone inſpire 
CA £2'd, a fervent, an intenſe deſire; 
And, in one word, that nayyINEss diſpenſe 
Long ſought, in vain, by men- and men of fenſe,*--- 
But let me pauſe, ere raſbly ! 


And beg ſorgiveneſs for a crying fin.--- 
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lon, ye Belles of BaTrT ATN I implore- 


(And chiefly You who grace the SUFFOLK more): 


Pardon a trembling ſuppliant, on his knees, 
Who vows he nt 'er intended to diſpleaſe ! 


If he has.ventur'd to depreciate you 


To give a preference ſo juſtly due, 


H ij Ah! 


1 


Ah! do nct think twas done through any ſpite; 


No---firm conviction told him he was right; 
A view of faQs but added confirmation, 
And public ſpirit urg'd the publication. 
Befides, reflect in twenty years, perhaps, 


Or thereabouts, that Neck ſkin will relapſe ; 


Wait but ten more---in graceful folds *twill rimple, 


And ev'ry part may glory in its dimple ; 


Till, at fourſcore, ſoft down beirew the chin, 


And the full bloom of wrinkles grace the ſkin. 


What---mutter ſtill ?---by heav'n you ſhall be mute! 


Is it not autumn, pray, produces fruit? 
Can you one inftance, one example bring 
Of any ſpecies mellow*d in the ſpring 
Save dwarflings, blizhted by untimely haſte, 


Fair to the eye, but vapid to the taſte ? 


But I've a ſtronger buttreſs to my cauſe, 
And that ſtrong buttreſs is the Engliſh laws: 
Some ray divine (beware ye innovators !) 


Muſt ſure have touch'd our ſapient legiſlators 
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Elſe, why conſtrain young, longing maids to tarry, 
And wait for ripe difcretion cer they marry ? 

Elſe, why forbid one, when inclined to wed, 

To take one's tempting grandmother to bed? 
Why place'it firſt, unleſs they clearly faw 


Strong were tit allurements to infringe the law. 


Enough of thefe---iet 's now come to examples, 


Of which Fl vive you ſome delicious ſamples :--- 


SARAH was one, whoſe faſcinating prime 
Withitcod, nay bloſſom'd in deſpight of time: 
She was (if ſcripture may have faith for once, 
And your computer be nor rogue nor dunce) 

Juſt on fourſcore, beſides a lirtle pert too, 

When king Abimelech attack'd her virtue; 

It muſt be own'd the beau was ſomewhat rudiſb, 
But ſtill, I think that ſhe was full as prudifh. 

Ah, crucl Sarah! how could you reſiſt 

When the warm monarch ſeiz'd you by the wriſt ? 
When, fir'd with love of ſuch tranſcendent charms, 


He claip'd your wither'd carcaſe in his arms ? 


As 
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As far ſuperior to ſoft, melting fieſh, 

As ſhrivell'd apples ſweeter are than frech. 
By heay'n ! I dare not inſtance in thy pow'rs 
To prop a dofrine ſo ſecure as our's, 

Leſt the warm ſticklers ſor nuptial joy 


1 


Should ſay---frigidity had made thee coy. 
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When ſhe was raviſh*'d was near c:ghty-three 
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(At leaſt, I well remember to 
So clafſic pariſh-regiſters have d) 
Yet, ſtill, her eyes were ſuch amazing firers 


They added ali the world to their ad mirers; 


Nay, ten years more had ſo improv'd their charms, 


They'd pow'r enough to keep that world in arms; 


Kindle to flames the captivated boy, 

And wrap in blazing fires imperial Troy: 
Still gallant Pari:, of intrigueing fame, 

(The pink of courtiers !---witneſs but his name) 
Still gallant Paris fondled, nay ador'd, 


What you may fancy drier than a board: 
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O fel miſtake !---that bud, unripe beſore, 


Did but begin to bloſſom at fourſcore, 

And now was blooming---Do you doubt the truth? 
Witneſs the conſtant paſſion of the youth ! 

And who, the devil! is there will deny 


That coxcomb- Paris had a judging eye ? 


Nay, ev'n the love of Platoniſts appears 
To increaſe in purity with length of years : 
Witneſs ye Hepberds of th' Arcadian groves !--= 
Ye lowe-ſick heroines, in flower'd altoves I - 
Witneſs ELIZABETH! your beſt of queens ! 
At threeſcore juſt emerging ſrom her teens ; 


? ' 


She now began to love, but ah! too crude, 


ms, 

Us ; She could not force poor Hex to be rude, 
At length he found, but found, alas! too late, 
The loſs of lighting maids of ſixty-eight, 
He found, with certain ſpaſms in hs neck, 

e) With all her blandiſments, the chick could peck. 


Oh, Betſy ! Betſy | could you but have ſtaid, 
You needed not have periih'd an oid maid ; - 


O fel You 
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You might have ſeen him on his knees imploring, 


Deſpairing, dying, doting, and adoring, 


Might I one inſtance from our ſex adduce ?--- 
Behold immortal Anthony the ſpruce |! 


Fir'd with ambition, view the mighty god 


How the whole world ſtands trembling at his nod ! 


At ſeventy, ſee the billing, cooing dove 


Reſigns that world a ſacrifice to Love 


But, paſſing o'er theſe regions of romance, 
Let 's travel nearer home, and ſtop in France; 
Where women's men and petit maitres ſpring 
As thick as muthrooms in a fairy ring : 
France !---tlie reſort of faſhion and of taſte, 
Where grace, itſelf, is exquiſitely grac'd; 
Where all is Son ton, modiſh, and polite, 
And day is metamorphos'd into night; 
Where, *mong the loweſt rabble of the town, 
A very Cheſterfield would be a clown : 
Hence let us take examples for amours, 


Where all our men of faſtion would be becrs 7 


There 


The 
Yout! 
His fc 
And « 
His fi 
Had 1 
That 
And 1 
But h 


Years 


And | 


It wa 


1 


There 
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There kings themſelves have, by example, ſhown 


The age they think a beauty is full blown ; 


And prov'd, by means the ſtrongeſt and moſt weighty, 


A woman's prime median is---eighty, 


Among theſe hommes d' eſprit may well be reckon'd 


Henri (illuſtrious perſonage !) the ſecond ; 


And Louis the fourteenth 3 whoſe goit will grace, 


With equal elegance, the ſecond place. 


The former prince (whom, one might well ſuppoſe, 


Youth, pow'r, and girls would dandle by the noſe) 
His ſolid joys on firmer pillars built, 

And dearly lov'd a venerable jilt : 

His filly father (having loſt his ſenſes) 

Had long diſmiſs'd her on theſe ſtale Pretences, --- 
That all her rouge was vaniſh'd, lillies faded, 

And ſhe, herſelf, moſt miſerably jaded ; 

But his wiſe ſon, on coming ia his room 


Years after, found her juſt upon the bloom; 


And his whole life's attachment plainly ſhow'd 


It was in his poſſeſſion that ſhe blow'd. 
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Ev'n in that rank and ſuperſtitious age 
When bigot fury rioted in rage, 
He fondled, flatter' d, idoliz'd, careſs'd, 
Aud claſp'd that luſcious morſel to his breaſt, 


Who had not only married her grandaughter 


(Whoſe eyes, *twas ſaid, had made egregious ſlaughter) 


But muſt, had not her paramour been nigh her, 
Have ſtew'd and fry*d, for witchcraft, in the fire.--- 
O ſenſelefs blockheads ] not to ſee the hitch 


Between a blooming beauty and a witch. 


Our ſecond hero, of illuſtrious name ! 
Who gain'd, by proxy, ſuch immortal fame; 
Who ſtorm'd fo oft, by ſoldiers, in blockades, 
Nay had, himſelf, preſided in mockades ; 

Him, who had ſpent in waterworks a flood, 
And drown'd ſo many heretics in blood ; 
Nay, what is ſill more glorious and ſublime, 


Kiſs'd all the fineſt women of his time; 


Cloſe at her feet he figh'd the hours away ; 
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And, as he ſnuff d the fragrance they diſpens'd, 
Admir'd that luſtre ſpectacles condens'd: 

Yet who'll deny, whoever does is wrong, 

A taſte in pleaſure to Louis le grand? 

And yet you ſee, my reader! if you dip in, 


What age he favour'd with the golden pippin. 


One inſtance more, and then I cloſe the ſcene :- 
I *lope with one of them for Gretna-Green, 
If ought can prove my {ſcheme beyond diſpute 
NIN oN L'ENCLos 's the lady who will do 't: 
I ſhall not dwell upon the chains ſhe made 
When wit, and youth, and beauty drove the trade; 
No---Gdo not think I'll honour with my pen 
Things which can tickle only filly men: 
"Twas long poſterior to theſe ſalſe alarms 
She blaz'd in all the noontide of her charms 
They juſt began, as near as I can fix, 
To dawn, in ſober grey, at---fiity-fix ; 
Perſiſting, fill, till ninety to improve 


In each reſiſtleſs timula to love. 


I 33 Wretch 
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Wretch that I am !---how might I curſe my fate 


In coming ſo unfortunately late ? 
Elſe, in her laſt half-century at leaſt, 
Theſe longing peepers might have had a feaſt ! 


But to return---(upon my ſoul *tis truth) 
There came to town a fine accompliſh'd youth; 
Monſieur de Villiers, quite the thing from Paris, 
With ev*ry requiſite a coxcomb carries 
(He ow'd his birth to indifcreetifh fun, 

And was, between ourſelves, the lady's ſon ; 
But ſhe, unwilling to appear ſo kind, 

Had kept the whole affair from getting wind) 
Juſt as her charms had promis'd to appear, 


Which was, I mention'd, near her ſixtieth year, 


He came---old cuckolds trembled for their ponies, 


While each fond belle abus'd the dear Adonis. 
He, ſelf-admired, affected to deſpiſe 


Th' electric ſparkles of a woman's eyes: 


Vain fool !---it happen' d, in ſome place or other, 


He chanc'd to meet that ſweet coquette his mother ; 
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He ſaw, he lov'd, he doated, in a breath, 
And ſwore he'd have an interview or death; 
She ſaw the ardent paſſion of her lover, 
She ſaw no means were left but to diſcover : --- 
« Follow !**'---ſhe cried ;---he follow'd, and ſhe led 
To a back chamber furniſh'd with a bed----- 
Here will my readers eaſily depicture 
The joys, the tranſports of our vanquiſh'd victor 
Sprung, on the brink of pleaſure, from the floor 
To claſp a charming miſtreſs of threeſcore. 
Juſt as he flew to perpetrate the deed, 
Stop! ſtop!” ſhe cried, “tis inceſt to proceed 
Look there! ſhe pointed to a clock above, 
Look there, raſh youth! and tremble at thy love 
« See you the hour ?--On that ſame hour, then, know 
« (Exactly two and twenty years ago) 
] was, though prudence taught me not to wed, 
« Of you deliver'd in this very bed. 
Heav'ns, what a ſtroke ! abaſh'd the youth withdrew, 
Frightfully dumb, and deſperately blue, 
Call'd on the cruel maiden he ador'd, 
Mutter'd a pray'r, and---ſell upon his ſword, 
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This ſad cataſtrophe had nigh undone 


The brighteſt gem that e' er eclips'd the ſun : 
For twenty years, her abſence made more long, 
She vow'd retirement from the preſſing throng ; 
And, to indulge the ſorrows of her mind, 
Deſerr'd all viſits of the tender kind; 

Till, by a moſt aſſiduous attention, 

Winning addreſs, and excellent invention, 
With, above all, a ſweet infinuation, 


At length, Gedoyn gain'd an affignation.--- 


O could I paint the ſtate in which he found her !--- 


Herſelf moſt charming, and all charming round her, 


She ſat reclin'd, as tender as a dove, 
Upon a ſofa, like the Queen of Love ; 
And, to indulge his wiſhes to the fill, 
Genteely dreſs'd in gallant difþabille ; 
While little Cupids did diſport and flutter 


Round their great-grandmother---as fat as butter. 


After the firſt ſolliciting addreſſes, 


Charming endearments, and renew'd- careſſes, 
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The am'rous Abbe, as her charms he ey'd 
With ogling glances, paſſionately cry'd- 
4 Ab ! ma belle Ninon ] giving her a kiſs, 
% What could induce you to protract my bliſs ? 
« Ab ! cruelle Ninon ! why were you ſo coy 
Jo all theſe pleaſures which we now enjoy? 
« Ah! why deny, in ſpite of ev'ry vow, 
« To give me ſolid Happineſs till now?“ 
Why, to be ſure,”'---(then, looking at her feet, 
She caſt a look moſt languiſhingly ſweet) 
Why, to be ſure, it muſt be own'd,”” ſhe cried, 
6*'Twas partly owing to a piece of pride--- 
Somehow, I piqued myſelf---( Lard !---now I know 
You'll call it fooliſh vanity or ſo) - 
(I piqued myſelf on being term*d---** my dear! 
© Though paſt the luſtre of my eightieth year; 
And yeſterday- indeed I am no more !--- 


© Compleated me, preciſement, wn 
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AN Tree 


ON ENGLAND. 


Nxprurx, as ancient poets ſeign, 
Was royal ſov'reign of the main; 
Long time the trident he did hold 
And rul'd the waves, as we are told, 
Till Albion envy'd his command, 


And ſnatch'd the trident from his hand. 
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AN ODE 
TO CHRISTMAS-DAYs 


MorrTaLs hail the happy morn 
When our Saviour, Chriſt, was born 
Hail the bleſſed, glorious day 

When the meteor's twinkling-ray 
Shone, refulgent, from on high, 
Signifying Chriſt was nigh ! 

Chriſt ! the ſaviour of us all ; 

Chriſt ! who died to raiſe our fall: 
He, though great Jehovah's Son, 
(Cod and Chriſt, and yet but one) 
Look'd with pity on the fate 

Of our weak and frail eſtate, 

Quick deſcen 'cd from above, 

From the bliſsful ſcenes of lovey 

To ignominy and the croſs, 


To redeem our wretched loſs $ 
K ij 


Heavieſt 
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Hcavieſt pangs He underwent, 
Hcavieſt ſhame, but yet content 
Could Ee but appeaſe the ire 
Of His juſtly angry Sire, 
And t*' His love us reconcile 


Us,---His murderers baſe and vile! 


Hail, then, hail the happy morn ! 
This, the day when Chriſt was born 
Let the hollow organ roar ! 

Loudly fing the folemn choir! 
Let the peating anthem foun 
Till the fretted vault rebound !- 
Hark !---raethnKs-=-"tis ſo- -I hear 
Mclodicus angels in the air, 
While, in rapt'rous ſtrains, they ſing 
Hallelujahs to their King. 
Mortals join the joyous choir ! 
Join the loud, triu nphant roar 
Lallelujahs while you üng 
To your Saviopr, God, and King !--- 
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TO MISS: EX 


[FROM ANACKEON ] 


O, My dear girl ! the times have been, 

I fear tiey*ll never come again, 

When mortals, nay, tis ſaid, the gods, 

Without the help of magic rods, 

Have, ſtrange to tell! aſſum'd all thapes, 

Bulls, cows, flow'rs, ſwans, ſtags, trees, ſtreams, apes. 
ror inſtance---Niobe, the croaker, 

Became as ſtiff as any poker; 

And ſtood, they ſay, for many years, \ 
A weeping ſtatue, drench'd in tears: 

But little Pandi beat her hollow, 


For Pandi whipt into a ſwallow. 


But, oh! as I have ſaid before, 


Our times are chang'd from thoſe of yore; 
A , 
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I'll tell you thoſe which I ſnould chooſe t--- 
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I'd be the mirror for your toilette, 


If you would promiſe not to ſpoil it; 
Then might I ever, Fanny ! ſee 
Thoſe eyes beam pleaſantly on me : 

I would, if that would not diſpleaſe, 
Become, dear FAN NY] your chemiſe : 
Or, to embrace you cloſer ſtill, 

The waters of ſome limpid rill : 

I would, to hold ſuch paſſing charms, 
Become a bracelet for thy arms : 

Or, in a larger circle, deck 

The ſmoothneſs of thy lilly neck: 

I would, to be ſo ſweetly grac'd , 
Become a ceſtus for thy waiſt: 

Nay, if you'd not diſdain to tread 
Upon your fond adorers head, 
Although you beat it black and blue, 


Be metamorphos'd to your thoe. 


THE 


No 


No 


THE 


THE DOWN FAL. I. 
OF OLD ENGLAND. 


1. 
An, Engtand ! ah, once happy iſle ! 
No more on thee ſhall Fortune ſmile ; 
Thy glorious reign is o'er : 
No more ſhall Fame her trumpet ſound, 
And with thy praiſe the poles rebound ; 
Nor trophies gild thy ſhore. 


IT. 
Th” inſulting foes, proud France and Spain, 
Who own'd thee miſtreſs of the main, 
And ſhudder'd at thy fight ; 
Boldly advance with hoſtile bands, 
And, laying waſte thy foreign lands, 
Provoke thee to the fight. 
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No longer they, as heretofore, 

Regard thy deep-mouth'd cannons” roar 

Wich kept the world at bay: 


E' er late o'erflow'd th* empurpled main 


With Britiſh blood, while France and Spain F 
Rul'd with divided ſway. 
V 
IV. 


The rainbow-hues thy flag difplay'd, 
Till now untarniſh'd, gin to fade, 


And white uſurps their place 


Their mercy thou waſt forc'd t' implore A 

Whoſe necks thy yoke of ſlav'ry bore :--- (I 
Unparallel'd diſgrace ! 

Fe 

v. Fe 


Rouze, then, oh! rouze, fierce-Albion's ſons ! 


And boldly point your thund'ring guns, 


Like free-born Britons ſmite ! 


Awa, 
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Away with luxury and eaſe ; 
Ill ſuit ſuch ſoft delights as theſe 
With martial toil and fight. 


VI. 
Not ſo your anceſtors, renown'd 
For many a ſcar and ghaſtly wound, 
This glorious fabrick rear'd : 
With them baſe luxury found no place 
A val rous, warlike, hardy race; 


No danger e er they fear'd :; 


vII. 
And can ye tamely thus reſign, 
(Regardleſs of your parents' ſhrine) 
What they ſo dearly bought ? 
Forbid it all ye powers above ! 
Forbid it gratitude and love ! 


Forbid We very thought! 
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vIII. 

To arms, brave Britons ! rouze to arms, 
And ſtrike the world with freſh alarms ! 
Avenge your Country's right ! 

They'll ſoon perceive, with terror too, 
What fir*d your grandſires glows in you 
And tremble at your ſight, 


« J. 
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THE: LOVERS 


[IN IMITATION OF TIBULLUS] 


W H1LE in his arms the am'rous boy 
The lovely Delia's charms embrac'd, 
Claſp*d more than monarchs can enjoy, 
And ſeiz'd her round her ſlender waiſt ; 
Careſs'd her, 
Poſſeſs'd her, 
And to his breaſt preſt her ; 
Sweetly toying, 
And enjoying 
All with which kind heav*n had bleſs'd her: 
« If I don't love thee beyond meaſure, 
« Sweeteſt angel ! deareſt treaſure ! 
« Drifted on ſome barren ſhore, 


THE « May I never never more 


% Once renew this genial pleaſure z 
| L. ij « May 


181 
May I on the burning ſands 


“ Of torrid Afric's deſert lands, 


« Vainly calling on thy name; 
“ Pazch'd with thirſt and heat expire, 
« Panting, gaſping in the fire 

“Fire leſs fierce than Cupid's flame: 
&« If I don't love thee to diſtraction 

% May the rav'nous, rugged bear 
Drag me, tear me by the hair, 
“ GCrowling in the ſavage action: 
« If I do not conſtant prove 
& To thee, the ſource of all my love 
% May he ſeize me with his claws, «GA 


« And gripe me, thus, within his paws.“ 


He ſaid---and Cupid, proud to pleaſe, * 


Gave a ſavourable ſneeze. 


While beautcous Delia, fweetly coy, 
Turning to the am'rous boy; 
Grace, and buxom beauty turning, 


And her yielding boſom burning 


With 


With 


177 J 


With thoſe lips that lovers court; 
Bluſhing at the wanton ſport, 
Bath'd his eyes in luſcious kiſſes, 
Eyes that twinkled with deſire; 
Steep'd their little loves in kiſſes, 
Quenching, kindling all their fire : 
„ Thus, and thus, my charming boy 
„Thus may we all our years employ, 
Nor ſhed a tear but tears of joy 
« Thus may we melt in ſcenes of bliſs, 
& And hug and ſmile, and ſmile-and kiſs ; 
& Each day in am'rous joys improve, 


„And fonder yet, and ſtill more fondly love!“ 


She ſaid---and Cupid, proud to pleaſe, 


Gave a favourable ſneeze. 


Thus did the nymph, and thus the boy 
Sweetly play, and ſwieetly toy; 
The bliſs of mutual paſſions prove, 


And antedate the joys above. 


Sooner 
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Sooner would he in Delia's arms 


Indulge fruition of her charms 

Than, high enthron'd, with pride elate, 

A pompous monarch loll in ſtate; 

Be king of Britain's ſea-arm'd ſhore ; 

Or rule the world ;---if that is more. Tx 
Sooner would ſhe dear Charles enſold 

Than claſp his equal weight in gold; 

Hear her own ſex her charms deſpiſe ; 


Or meet Du Puis's love-darting eyes. 


And is not this the height of joy ? Shi 
Tell me, you little, titt'ring boy ! : 
Tell me, you little, ſmirking miſs ! 

Do you not long for joys like this ? 
Th 


Pedants and prudes ! fo cold to bliſſes, 
Envy you not ſuch hugs and kiſſes ?----ha ?--- 


7.6.17 = 


A SONNET 


| 7—— 


7 


14 


A 0. 


THOUGHTS DURING A THUNDER-STORM. 


1. 


TREMRILE, thou guilty wretch ! and die 
With dread of mighty Gop! 
Shrink at His awful voice! and fear 


The vengeance of His rod 


II, 

Through heav'ns expanſe let light'nings blaze, 
And dreadful thunders roll ; 

Firm, as the rock of Calpe, ſtands 


The truly virtuous ſoul, 
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Then keep me, keep me free from guilt, 
O heavenly King of Kings! 

Nor let remorſe my conſcience rack 


With agonizing ſtings ! 


IV. H 


Then let one ſudden craſh conſume C 
Earth, water, ſky, and air; Wit 

The great, the univerſal wreck 
Should not extort a fear ! 


IFC. 18 


AN 


1 


rern 


HERE lies poor Anguiſn, from the ſcenes 
Of buſy life and care releas'd : 
With ſickneſs ſore he was oppreſt 
Till grim Death came, --then Anguiſh ceas'd. 
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AN EPIGR AM. 


THE UNDERTAKER AND PRIEST». 


Is time out of date, a ſly Undertaker, 

(Putting on the grave phiz of a harmleſs old quaker) 
Thus accoſted a Prieſt (contriving his grace 

To win, if he could, by his counterfeit face) :--- 

« Holy father!“ ſays he, “it much gricves me to ſee 
“ Our old neighbours drop off, like leaves from a tree 
„ 'Thoſe who live, eat, and drink, and are merry to-day, 
“% Awful thought] may to-morrow be *nanimate clay. 
© Grant they may, quoth the Prieſt, perceiving his art, 
I commend your reflection and goodneſs of heart; 
But this myſt'ry unfold, ſo thoroughly perplexed, 

© Why, unlike other men, avhen leaſt die you're moſt vexed.” 


Al. | 
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Ho 


«Ina 
This c 
In all 
For th 
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AN EPIQNR AM 


[Ir Ro Tu! 


However ſo old, the maxim is true--- 

In a devil ſometimes you may find a virtue: 

This one, I am certain, at leaſt, may be found 

In all who are tack'd up aloft from the ground, 

For then they give proof, though it is to their ſorrow, 


That they had - no thought or concern for the morrow.”” 


A SONNET 
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O, HOW ſweet, when ſpring appears, 
To ſaunter forth at early dawn; 
To bruſh the dew drops (filver tears) 


From the fragrant, cowſlip lawn; 


Near ſome deeply-foliag'd grove 
To view the artleſs, duſky bow'rs ; 
And ſnuff, as penſively you rove, 


The morning breath of op*ning flow'rs ! 


O, let me climb this craggy hill 
And loll on yonder ſunny ſteep, 
There liſten to the murm'ring rill, 


The warbling birds, and bleating ſheep ! 


Heay'ns ! 
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Heav'ns ! what a lovely proſpect round 
| Of rich ſavannahs, tufted vales, 
Luxuriant ſlopings, riſing ground, 
And ſtreams that flow through winding dales ! 


Behind---a rifing grove extends, 
Where all is wlicary gloom ; 
Beneath---a broken crag deſcends, 


Where all is verdure, flow'rs, and bloom: 


There, ſweeping ſlow, with copious tide, 
Its flood majeſtic ORWELL pours ; 

With hanging woods, on either fide, 
That ſkirt its graceful, winding ſhores. 


O, my MARIA! quit thy bed, 
Soft ſleep, and viſionary gleams; 
Here we can ſofter carpets tread, 


And realize romantic dreams 


Ah, 


Ah, 
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Ah! ſee, behind yon miſty cloud, 
The ſun peeps forth and bids you wake! 
Hark !---how the blackbird ſings aloud ! 


Huſh !---now it ruſtles in that brake. 


O, let me lead thee by the hand, 
Through wild retreats and kawthorn bow'rs, 
To yon inviting ſpot of land ! 


There let us ſpend the morning hours ! 


There mantling ſhrubs and flow'rs combine 


To form a thouſand fragrant poſies; 
There vi'lets, ſweetbriar, eglantine, 


Unite with ſucklings, pinks, and roſes. 


But, oh! the cruel world denies 
Such bliſsſul joys to one like me; 
And Scandal, ever fraught with lies, 


Perhaps might vent her ſpleen on thee : 


N 
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Flſe would I aſk thoſe pow'rs above, 
Who live in pure celeſtial bliſs--- 
4 O ſay, ye miniſters of love! 


« Poſſeſs ye greater joys than this? 


LETT? 


THE 
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Twas night---and, almoſt half obſcur'd, 
Encircled by her ſtarry train, 
Fair Cynthia's ſilver orb ſhed forth 
Her beams of brighteſt luſtre 
On ſtill creation, now o'erwhelm'd 
With drowſineſs and ſoft repoſe :--- 
No clam”rous noiſe, or din of day 
Diſturb'd the filence of the grove, 
But all was huſh'd around; fave where, 
At foot of yonder beech, the flocks, 
Penn'd in their wattled cotes, ſent up 
Alternate bleatings to the moon z 
Or, where the clack of diſtant mill, 
At times, came riding on the breeze: -- 
Tvras then, that from his lowly cell, 
With moſs and mould'ring turf o'erftrew'd, 
A Hermit bent his peaceful way. 
N ij 


Tall 
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Tall was his ſtature ; and his face, 
With heavenly ſerenity 
And virtue mark'd, portray'd an angel's : 
His ancient head, now ſilver'd o'er 
With age, and \now-white beard claim'd awe 
And reverence from all. 
As when ſome aged oak or elm, 
Shorn of its verdant honours, yet 
Shews by its noble trunk, and arms 
Majeſtic, what it was in time 
Since paſt, and youthful bloom ; ſo ſeem'd 
EvsEBus now his bloom was gone :--- 
Upon his brow contentment ſmil'd, 
And in his eyes ſhone chearfulneſs, 
And happineſs ineffable: 
He envied not the monarch's ſtate, 
The tyrant's pageantry and pomp, 
Nor had ambition ſteel'd his breaſt ; 
The cank' ring joys of ſordid gold 
Did not allure his noble ſoul. 
Far in the windings of a vale, 


Beneath his humble ſhed, he dwelt 


A votary 
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'orary 
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A votary of temperance. 

What to the pamper*d appetite 

Delicious luxury denies, 

That found he in the homely fare 

Of ſimple nature, while his thirſt 

A ſcanty draught, fetch'd from the brook 
That bubbled by, aſſuag'd: where oft, 
At evening, would he ſtretch his limbs 
Upon the graſſy bank and pore 

Upon the moon-beams as they play'd 
And danc'd, in light fantaſtic maze, 
Upon the glaſſy-ſarfac'd ſtream. 

His aim was heaven alone: with heav'n 
Alone he convers'd. Twas for this 

He now came forth t' explore, with awe, 
The ſtarry wonders of the night, 

And hail the AuTXror's holy name. 

He ſtood, and, with his thoughts and eyes 
Fix'd as the ſtars on which he gaz'd, 
Explor'd heav'ns dazzling canopy 

Till, his big heart o'erflowing, now, 
With gen'rous gratitude and love, 


Forth 
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Forth from his lips, unheeded, burſt 
The wild effuſions of his grateful ſoul: --- 


« Avaunt ye atheiſts !** he cried, 

„View the high heaven's beſpangled arch : 
«© The gems, innumerable, that deck 

« 'Th* opaque expanſe ; the won'drous moon ; 
„ And all Night's awful miracles ; 

« And, were it poſſible, deny 

© AN OVER-RULING PROVIDENCE 
That form'd, contriv'd, and ſet at work, 
« By laws unerring, this machine, 

“ Stupendous, awful, and ſublime !--- 

“ How now !---why fled that genial glow 


& Of nature from your liſeleſs checks? 


„% Heav*ns, how conviction works !---it ſtrikes, * 


© It penetrates their very ſoul !--- 

They ſee, they wonder, they believe, 

& And ſcarce, with trembling lips, can ſtem 
© Ti” impetuous tide of conſcience 

« Springing from the inmoſt ſource 


© Of pureſt nature 


«GK Hal 


& ( 
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©« Hail woXDERFUL OMNIPOTENCE . 


And thou, all glorious Night! array'd 
« In all thy ſable majeſty 
„And brighteſt, dazzling pomp, all hail ! 
% Ye heav'ns ! how trivial this ſpot, 
3 „ How light this little, ſcanty ball 
« Of earth, when balanc'd in the ſcale 
46 Of all creation's nobler works 
« In the heav*ns !---Vile, abject ſoul ! 
& That deem'ſt all theſe but glimm'ring lamps 
“ To light this little ſpeck ; far leſs, 
„ Compar'd to the boundleſs univerſe, 
„Than one ſmall particle of ſand 
To the wide ſhore's extended plain ;--- 
es, & Other, no doubt, far nobler ends 
© IMMORTAL WISDOM had in view 
& When firſt it launch'd, in endleſs ſpace, 
1 « Theſe ſhining glories of the ſky : 
© Who knows but cach of theſe, a ſun, 
May have a ſyſtem of its own 
« Deriving from its central ſource 


& Of light and heat the various good 
« Hai! «We 
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« We reap from this, moſt wonderful, of our*s ? 
« Who knows but worlds innumerable, 
ce And infinitely ſpers*d through ſpace 
“ Unlimited, may hang unſeen, 
&« Beyond the reach of mortal ken, 
« Th* emblems of AL MIGHTY POWER? 
&«& Who knows ?---But my bewilder'd mind 
« Is loſt, confonnded, and abſorh'd In x 
t In contemplation's gulph ! *twere beſt retire; In th 
« Since nought man's feeble eloquence 
& Serves but t' extenuate the praiſe 
4 Of th' Omn1scienT CREATOR.“ Thee 
He ſaid :---and flow-retiring But r 
To his cell, there, on his peaceful couch 
Reclin'd, refreſh'd his aged limbs; 
About when roſy-finger'd Morn 
Should ftreak the ſkirts o* th* eaſtern ſky 


To riſe and hail the orient ſun. 


d. C. 18 
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52 
UN CHANSON. 
[FROM THE FRENCU] 
In vain I endeavour to drown love's alarms 
ire 3 In the flow. of a full Bacchanalian tide ; 


Theſe are but arms 
On Delia's ſide; 
The champaign is a Lethean draught to her pride, 


But revives, with freſh luſtre, her exquiſite charms, 


0 UNE 


L 99 J 


Fend. 


My frſt is a thing which I do not poſſeſs 
My ſecond is nobody's elſe but my own : 


United together, they form nothing leſs 


Than what conſtitutes half the fine beauties in town. 


Oij AN 


1 


AN ODE 
TO Sr. CECILIA'S FESTIVAL FOR MUSIC, 


1. 


STRIKE up a gen'ral chorus ! itrike ! 
Pealing, roaring, thunder-like ! 

Let the deep-baſs'd organ ſound, 

And, groaning, ſhake the ſolid ground ! 
Let the trumpet's clangors roar, 
Echoing, fhrill, fron: diſtant ſhore ! 

Ye clarions ſtrike a treble din ! 

O, ſtrive to drown the violin |! 

Strike, gallic horns, and hautboys clear 
With notes acute, the deafen'd ear ! 
Hark ! the rattling thunders roll, 

And rend the heav*ns from pole to pole. 
Give, O give a gen'ral craſh ! 

Let the burſting ſurges daſh ! 


. 
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Every pow'r that ſound affords 
Breathes aloud or twangs its chords. 
N ow ſtrive your utmoſt ! fire the ſoul ! 
Begin ye harps ! ye thunders roll! 
And, in one complicated ſound, 
alla: Shake the firm of the ground 
And flouriſh ! flouriſh ! flouriſh ! 


11. 
Hark !---the fierce warrior! how he cries, 
Rage in his look and fury in his eyes, 
« A god! a god! he ſtarts to arms; 
Sound, drums and trumpets ! ſound th' alarms ! 
« Gird on my ſword ! nay gird it tight ! | 
« Be quick ! be quick ! I burn for fight ! 
66 I ſee the ſmoke, the flames ariſe ; 
J hear, I hear the victors' cries, 
« And the ſcreams, and the groans, 
& And the ſhrieks, and the moans, 
And the tumults that darken the ſkies ! 
„ Unhand me, villains !---rouze my man 


« Hang out the colours! guard the van 
« The 


It 


Ir 
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© The enemy comes 
„With beating drums !--- 
& I heave, I throb, I pant for breath 


« My warriors ! victory or death 
“ , feel the patriot's law ! 
„Let echoing tumults ſhake the ground, 
« And, bellowing loud, the ſkies rebound, 
„And heav'n, and earth, and all reſound”” 


© To war! to war! to war!” 


111. 

See the hoary-headed ſage ! 
His bearded honours white with age ; 
I-iark---how his wand'ring eyeballs roll, 
And wildly range from pole to pole ! 
See---how he lifts his rev'rend head 
At ſounds that rouze the very dead ; 
His ſwelling ſoul deſerts the man; 
It graſps the whole creation in its ſpan ! 

Tranſported, loſt ! 

With paſſions toſt, 


Intent he ſtands, with liſt'ning ears, 


[ 204 J 
And, gazing wildly, thinks he hears 


The muſic, the heav*nly muſic of the ſpheres ! And 
While all, abſorb'd, enraptur'd, daz'd, 
In univerſal chorus join, ; 
And, emulating, cry, amaz d, Now 
„Divine! divine | divine The 
IV. 


Now ſofter breathe, in gentle, am'rous ſtrains, 
Plaintive lute ! 
And the ſweetly-warbling flute ! 
Sweet, to ſoothe a lover's pains--- 
Lovers ! hear 
How it ſwells and dwells upon the ear ! 
Now dies away--- 
Expiring flow in ſoft decay 
And fans the flame that, unextinguiſhed, glows 
In the breaſt of love-ſick beaux ! 
While each nerve in palpitations, 
Quiv'ring, am'rous undulations, 
Uniſons to ſweet vibrations Ohl t 
That 
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That imperceptibly controul, 
And gently ſteal, and melt, and die upon the foul ! 


Vs 
Now the ſharp violin, in fierce meaſures, diſcovers 
The racks, and the pangs, and the tortures cf lovers ; 
Th' intolerable ſmarts, 
Th' intolerable pains 
Of bleeding hearts, 
And burnings ſwains; 
Maids, proudly diſdaining, 
Lovers, madly complaining, 
Sighing and groaning, 
Weeping, bemoaning; 
Raging and tearing, 
Frantic, deſpairing ! 
Alas ! in vain--- 
Eternal pain ! 
The maid is coy 
To ev'ry joy. 


Oh! the racks, and the pangs, and the tortures of lovers 


TOP 
W hence 


VI. 
Whence this univerſal pauſe 
Awſul and ſolemn ?---Speak ! declare the cauſe ! 
My very heart within me chills, 
And ev'ry liſe-ſtring coldly thrills :--- 
Hark ! the ſolemn organs blow | 


; In ſtrains that move profoundly ſlow, 


Ane 
Now ſwell majeſtic, as a mountain-ſurge, 
|; In ſad, ſlow-moving, grand, funebral dirge. 
Methinks I view Death's gorgeous pageantry, = 
on 
In ſable, ſlow proceſſion, ſweeping by : 5 
{ 
Huſh ! the ſolemn muſic ſwells, 
The 
Pealing, flow, to muffled bells: 1 
( 


Shrieking owls, 
And nightly dreams ; 
Blaſting howls, 
And diſmal ſcreams ! 
See---on yon drear, ſepulchral ground 
A ſhrouded ſpectre hears the ſound: 
Ah! ſee---its pale and ghaſtly head 


Rouz'd from the flumbers of the dead: 


LI 


Look---how it ſtares with wild ſurpriſe, 


Chatt'ring teeth, and haggard eyes 


Now ſinks !---chains rattle !---hark !---a ſhriek ! 
How pale and wan is ev'ry cheek ! 

Again the muſic ſwells and fills, 

And death-cold Melancholy chills ! 

Again it ſinks, by life forſook, 


And pale Affright ſtares, ſniv'ring, in each look! 


VII. 
Come, penſive Grief ! oh, ſweep the Orphean lyre! 
Pour through the ſoul! each plaintive feeling move ! 
The ſadly-pleaſing inftrument inſpire 
To waken all the tenderneſs of love 
Hark ! the ſympathetic ſtrains, 
Nearer yet---and, now, more near, 
Solicit ſweet-excited pains, 
Gently melting on the ear : 
„Give, O give one tear! they cry, 
And, ſee! tears guſh from ev'ry eye 
« Give one throb of grief !** they cry, 
And, hark ! each boſom heaves a ſigh, 


_— P ij In 
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In vain you ſtruggle to conο al 
Thoſe gen'rous pangs that burſt for vent; 

Shall human nature bluſh to feel, 
And in its heav'nlieſt act relent? 

When tender ſcenes demand your grief, 
And ftrains pathetical implore, 

Who would ſuppreſs that ſweet relief 
Which bounteous nature bids us pour? 

Mark how the kind infection ſpreads around, 
O goodneſs exquiſite of ſouls humane ! 


While trickling floods of ſorrow ſtain the ground, 


Shed for ſome long-loſt friend with renovated pain ! 


VIII. 

Hark, how the merry merry bells ring round ! 
Ringing, jingling. 
Tranſports mingling, 
Pleaſures kindling, 

O, what burſts of merriment abound. 

Wanton, wiling, 

Looks beguiling, 
Simp'ring, ſmiling 


Gallant 
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Gallant turns and eaſy graces 6 
Cheeks berimpled, | 1 

Mouths bedimpled ; 


Laughing eyes and titt'ring faces 
Raptures ! rapthres ! endleſs bliffes ? [1 
Vermil lips that pout for kiſſes ; 


Ogling eyes and looks that languiſh ; 


Squeezing hands, and fault'ring anguiſh ; 
Heaving boſoms, panting hearts, 
Beck'ning winks, fantaſtic arts, A 
Liſping tongues, and quiv'ring feet | 
n Beating time to meaſures ſweet ; 

Roving eyes and fond vexations, 
Jealous looks and accuſations, 
Glances, vows, and proteſtations ! 
O, what a ſudden burſt of joy ! 
Buxom, ſprightly, ſqueamiſh, coy, 

Spir't and air 

Debonair ; 
Bliſs extatic, feſtive glee, 


Laughing mirth, and jollity ! 


lant 


Wo; 


IX. 
Such pow'r haſt thou, O Muſic! to controul 
The various paſſions of the human ſoul, 
Now ſublimely exalting, on bold meaſures toſt, 
Sculs floating, uplifted, tranſported and loſt : 
Now plunging down to blackeſt night, 
Where they ſhake 
And quake 
At many a dread and ghaſtly fight, 
Dim with ſuperſtitious light. 
At thy reſiſtleſs charmings, from the dead 
Terror lifts his laughing head ; 
Stern anger liſtens to thy call, 
Marks thy faſcinating nod, 
Yields to that which conquers all, 
And bows reſpect to thee as to a god. 
Mark that ſweetly-dimpled face 
Which humid grief had late conceal'd ! 
"Tis Mufic wakes that winning grace 
Which ſmiles, in all its charms reveal'd : 


Smiles, 


Or 


os 


Smiles, as when an evning cloud 
Hath ſpent in ſnow'rs its awful gloom, 
Forth peeps the ſun ; birds warble loud; 
And nature reaſſumes her bloom, 
Muſic ! thou haſt pow'r to pleaſe, 
Inflame each paſſion or appeaſe ; 
Attune the ſoul to beauty's charms, 


Or make us cry, in extacy, -“ To arms! 


x. 
ail, then, divine Cec1r.ia ! ſacred name 
That Time, eternal, crowns with deathleſs fame: 
T vas thou firſt us d thoſe pow'rs which Gop had giv'n, 
Harmonious pow'rs ! to raiſe mankind to heav'n! 
Waft ſouls, tranſlated on the Organ's breath, 
To extacies ſublime, and holy love; 
And, ſans the paſſport of Cerberean death, 
Afford a reliſh of the joys above. 
Methinks I view thy twinkling fingers 
VWildly ſweeping o'er the keys: 
Hear the choirs of anthem- ſinger 


Chanting hymns, on bended knees ! 


iles, 


Hark 


{it 


| 
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Hark ! how the ſounds, retiring ſmall, 
Melt into a dying fall 
Liſten, angels ! liſten, hear ! 
Catch them expiring on the ear 


Again the hallow'd muſic floats 
In louder, ſtronger, deeper notes ! 


Hark ! how the vocal warblings ſwell, 


Fill with ſurprize, 

Heav'n, earth, and ſkies 
And raviſh &'en the fiends in hell! 
I mount !---afpire, my ſouh! aſpire! 
Burft your fetters ! earth retire ! 
I ſpring aloft, I ſoar, I riſe, 
I cleave along th' etherial ſkies ! 

O, how I fiy, 

Sublimely high, 
Expanded on the wings of zeal ! 
What joys, what tranſports do I feel !--- 

Guardian angels! bear, oh! bear, 


Liit me through the buoyant air ! 


Support me o'er yon pendant ball ! 


Save me, Czcir1a! er I fall! 


Save 


1 
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Save me with ſtrains whoſe potent ſpell 
To Orpheus' warblings ne'er was giv'n; 
His could but plunge him down to hell, 


Thine lift an audience to heav'n ! 


zAaVe 
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ren Nennen 


O, ye wiſe heads and criticiſing pates, 

Deſpotic judges of poor INFANTS fates ! 

Who mangle moſt that get into your clutches, 

And think you're kind to let them off with crutches ! 
By all your brains and judgment, I implore, 

Ah! ſpare poor Mt who never BRED before 

Think on my ſtate---BUT LATELY BROUGHT TO BED, 
Nor let me hear my onty BRAT is dead! 

Ah, ſpare my cniLD ! the fruit of num'rous woes, 
Of num' rous labours, and of num bus throes ; 
Brought forth, at laſt (with ſome ſmall ſhare of bruiſes) 
By my good friend---MAN-MIDWIFE TO THE MusEs, 
Ah!] do not, pray, to ſhow your mighty feats, 
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Do not---but ſtop !---no proſtitute am I 
To beg a boon which Critics can deny ; 
Much leſs ſtand trembling their reſolves to hear, 
Which, as I've aſk'd not, neither ſhall I fear. 


To other heads and boſoms I appeal, 
Heads that can think, and boſoms that can feel ; 
Where, neither pique nor ſpleen for pow'r conteſt, 
But truth and candour reign for ever bleſt; 
Where I am ſure, though ev'ry Critic blame, 
To live with honour, or to die with fame: 
Secure of this, in ſpite of my intruſion, 


I thus announce, with pleafure,--- 


T.17 
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